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Summary 


The washer is on full force and so are they. 


One minute, Helena is throwing dirty clothes in the washer (her work clothes and Renee's police 
uniform) and the next-- 


Renee curves her hand around the side of Helena’s hip and pulls her in close as she kicks the 
washer door closed. Renee's mouth is wide and wet on top of hers. 


The kiss that she presses to Helena's parted lips is slow and dirty, deep with a flick of tongue that 
has Helena moaning softly and scratching her nails over Renee's strong upper arms. Renee backs 
her up against the washer and then rocks forward once, insinuating one strongly muscled thigh 
between Helena's slightly spread legs and nudging her knee up gently, just high enough that 
Helena's breath catches in her throat. 


"At least let me turn the washer on, Renee," Helena gasps when Renee pulls away and makes to 
brush a kiss over her jaw. "If we're going to have sex here, then at least let me make sure that the 
clothes are getting clean while we do it." 


She drops her head back and just barely manages to keep from grinding down on where Renee’s 
leg fits up against her groin. “It'll take fifteen minutes tops, I promise.” 


It takes some squirming around on Renee’s leg while the other woman smiles at her and scratches 
at the little tattoo on her hip with clever brown fingers, but eventually Helena manages to dump a 
load of detergent in the washer and flick it on. The old thing comes to life with a whir and the loud 


sound of jets of water streaming into the main cavity where their clothes are. 


Renee leans in and presses a lingering kiss to Helena’s jaw as her fingers play lightly over the 
scars that slice over the other woman’s hips. 


“Put your hands back against the washer,” she says just loud enough that Helena can hear her 
above the rumbling hum of the machine behind them. She licks her lips and then places both her 
hands on Helena’s hips, sweeping her thumbs over the slight dips and scars they encounter. “Keep 
them there for me. Please?” 


Helena nods her head once and then makes herself obey Renee’s husky-voiced command. She 
slaps the palms of her hands against the scuffed up white metal of the washer’s door and eases 
back into it, wincing slightly as the chill of the metal bites at her skin through her underwear. “Is 
this good?” 


“Yeah,” Renee breathes, dark brown eyes filling with hunger. She licks her lips and then tangles 
her fingers in the long brown hair held back from her face in a messy tail. The gesture, one that 
Helena is starting to connect with anxiety, is brief but endearing. Renee meets Helena’s gaze again 
and then smiles with a little half-quirk of her mouth. 


“Perfect.” 


When Renee drops down on her knees, Helena can’t stop herself from making a high-pitched 
noise as her thighs tremble. 


She’s expecting it of course --this isn’t the first time that Renee has been over since they started... 
whatever it is that they have--, but literally sending Renee to her knees makes Helena flush and 
want to reach for the other woman. Renee’s shoulders look good and strong as they flex 
underneath the straps of her dark gray sports bra and when she reaches for Helena’s hips again, 
Helena trembles and her fingers twitch. 


Renee speaks without looking up, talking to the front of Helena’s underwear instead of to her 
flushed face. 


“ll tell you when you can move your hands, Hel,” she says in a low voice, the nickname 
sounding sweet and intimate on her tongue. “I won’t make you wait very long. I swear.” 


Helena tries to hold back on her moan on instinct and then thinks twice. She moans Renee’s name 
and tosses her hair back out of her face so that she can look down at the woman currently 
touching the thin straps of her underwear. 


“T take it you like my laundry day panties,” Helena says, breath catching when Renee’s thumb 
goes to her clit and she rubs a small circle through the faintly damp fabric. 


“Purple lace looks good on you,” Renee says, looking up at Helena briefly with a satisfied smirk 
on her face. “But it’d look better on the ground.” 


Helena opens her mouth to laugh, but in that same second Renee leans in and nuzzles her through 
her underwear. Breath blows out of Helena in a loud rush and she moans, jerking forward and 
only managing to keep her fingers pressed to the front of the rumbling washer at the last minute. 


Renee hums her approval against Helena’s groin and then presses in closer, nudging her nose in 
against Helena’s clit as she tongues her through her panties. Renee tilts her head back and closes 
her lips around that little nub of flesh, sucking just hard enough to make Helena whine and kick 

her heels back against the washing machine. 


“Renee,” Helena moans, thrusting her hips forward in a futile attempt at grinding against Renee’s 
face. She swings her left leg up and hooks it around Renee’s shoulder, yanking her in until the 
panties aren’t offering much of a barrier between them. 


Renee takes the change in position easily and then reaches up to push aside the soaked crotch of 
Helena’s until all that she can see is bare skin and damp, dark hair. 


“You can move your hands now,” Renee says, tone coming off as conversational even though 
her eyes are dark with desire and the glossy sheen on her lips isn’t at all from saliva. She reaches 
up between Helena’s spread legs and pushes in with one finger, thrusting in and out in a gentle-as- 
first rhythm that leaves Helena panting and trying to ride her hand. “I won’t let you fall.” 


Moaning again, Helena reaches for Renee’s dark hair and those heavy brown curls. She pulls 
hard, but Renee only groans in response and returns her mouth to Helena’s clit, tonguing it slowly. 
She pushes another finger inside of Helena’s body and then curves them both upward, making a 
very specific come-hither gesture with her fingers until Helena’s muscles spasm around her and 
wetness gushes down to slick her fingers further. 


Helena feels the arrival of her oncoming orgasm hit her hard. 
Her stomach muscles tighten. 
Sweat trickles down the back of her neck. 


Pressure starts to build and build and build between her legs and just as Helena is about to let 
herself go and come squirming and squirting all over Renee’s fingers-- 


BEEP. 


The washer goes off behind them and nearly gives Helena a heart attack from the suddenness of it 
all. Renee isn’t far off either and she pulls her fingers out of Helena’s body reluctantly, wiping 
them on the side of the heart-print boxer briefs that she had been wearing underneath her uniform. 


“You should probably get that,” Renee says, still kneeling on the floor between Helena’s spread 
legs. 


“Y-yes,” Helena says, stammering slightly as she comes back to herself in stages. “Let me move 
the clothes to the dryer and we can go--” Somewhere else. ...Somewhere private. Somewhere that 
doesn’t have a loud timer that’l break the mood. “Um... The couch is closer.” 


Renee smiles a little and then lifts herself to her feet with ease. 


“T’ll see you there,” she says, leaning in for one last (Helena-flavored) kiss before walking towards 
the door that leads to the living room just slowly enough that Helena has to know that the flex of 
muscle underneath those tight red and white shorts is just for her. “Don’t take too long.” 
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